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T be T r Age Ate of 

If 1 know how ot which way to orderthefc affayres, 
Thus difordcrly thru ft into my hands, 

Ncuer belceuc mee :both aremy kinfmen ; » 

T'onc is my Soueraingc, whome both my oath 
And dutie bidsdefend : t’otheragaine, 

Is my kinfman, whom the King hath wrong’d. 

Whom Confcicnce and my Kindred bids to right. 
Well, fomewhat we muft doe : come Coofin, 
Uedifpofcof you - Gentlemen, goc mu (ter vp your men, 
And meeteme prefcntly at Barckly : 

I Ibould to Plaffiie too, but time will not permit: 

All is vncuen,and euery thing is left at lixe and feauen. 

Exeunt Duke, & jZgcene : manent BuflAe and Greene. 

TSuJb, The Wind fits fairc for newes to go for Ireland^ 
But none returnes. For vs to leuie power 
Proportionable to the enemie, is allvnpoffiblc. 

Greene. Befides, our ncereneife to the King inloue, 

Is necrethe hate ofthofe loue not the King. 

Bag* And that isthewaueringCommonsjforthcirloue 
Lies in their Purfes, and who fo empties them, 

By fo much fils their hearts with deadly hate. 

Btifb. Wherein the King (lands generally condemn’d, 

Bag. If judgement lie in them, then (o do we, 
Becaufe we euer haue been neere the King. 

Greene. Well, I will for refuge ftraight to Brill. Caftle, 
The Earle of Wiltlhire is already there. 

BAfh, Thither will will I with you, for litde office 
Will the hatefull'Commons performe for vs, 

Excepr like Curres, to teare vs all in pceces : 

W ill you goe along with vs ? 

Bag, No, I will to Ireland to his Maielfie J 
Farewell, if hearts prefages be not Vaint, 

We three hecre part, that neere fiiall meete againc. 

Bup>, Thats as Torke thriucs to beat backe Bulk a 

Greene. Alas poore Duke, the taske he vndertakes, 

Is numbring Sands, and drinking Oceans dry, 
Whereoneon his fide fights, thoulands will flic - 
Farewell at once, foronce, for all and euer. 


r Richard the Second . 

Bnfh. Well, weemay meete againe. 

jJ.Ifearemencuer. 

* Enter Hereford: Northumberland. - 
Bd. How farre is it my Lord to Barckly now ? 

Horth. Beleeue me noble Lord, 

I am a Granger in Glocellerlhirc, 

Thcfe high wild hils and rough vneuen wayes, 
prawes out our miles, and makes them wearifome. 

And yetyour faire difeourfe hath beene as fugar, 

Making the hard way fvveetand deledable ; 

But I bethinkemewhatawearie way, 

From Rauenfpurgh to Cotfiiall will be found. 

In %ojfe and Willoughby wanting your company, 

Which I proteft hath very much beguild 
The tedioufneire and proceife of my trauell: 

But theirs is fweetened with the hope to hatte 
Theprefent benefite thatTpolIeire, 

And hope to ioy is little letfe in ioy. 

Then hope inioyed : by this the wearie Lords 
Shall make theirway feeme (hort, as mine hath done. 

By fight of what I haue, your noble companie. 

Bui. Of much lc devalue is my company, 

Then your good words.' But who comes heerc ? 

Enter Harry Percie. 

North. It is my foil ne, young Harrie Perjie, 

Sent from my brother Worcefterwhenfoeuer ; 

Harry, how fares your V nckle ? (of you 

Per, I had thought my Lord to haue learned his health 
North, Why? is he not with the Queene ? 

H. Per. No my goodLord, he hath fot fooke the Court, 
Broken his ftaffie of office, and difperft 
T^ie houffiold of the King. 

North, What was his reafon ? he was not fo refolu’d, 
Whcnlaftwe fpake together. 

H.Per. Becaufe your Lordfhip was proclaimed traitcur; 
But he my Lord, is gone to Rauenfpurgh, 

Tootfcrferuice to theDukeof Herford , 

And fentme ouer by Barckly todifeouer, 
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